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small white snakes. ' Ah!? she hissed, e so your
wicked heart grows jealous ! I see in your hand a
dirk. You think to kill Toba, the brave, strong Toba.
Fool!?

ec Her words stung me. They were unjust. I had
no such intentions. I ought to have retaliated. I
ought to have known that a woman sometimes
respects a man for his anger. Instead of hot words I
went on working, and when I chanced to look up,
I saw Toba and Min^ standing together. There was
an angry scowl upon Toba's face.

" A few days later, a dreadful fire broke out in our
village. It happened late at night. I was awakened
by a dazzling light and by the noise of women and
children running down the street, crying and wailing
pitifully.

" I rose and hastily left my father's house.  My
one thought was for Miners safety. When I drew
near her house I saw that it was on fire. Even the
pine trees of good fortune that stood at the garden
gate were wrapped in flame. I saw, too, that Toba
was joining in a drunken dance with some of his
companions, laughing and jeering at the tongues of
fire as they licked the woodwork or shot into the air
a cloud of dancing sparks.

(e I rushed into Mine's room. A heavy beam had
fallen upon her ankle. She was making desperate
efforts to release herself, but her foot was badly
crushed, and her poor little face was wet with the